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All people dreade, the magistrates decree,
And al men feare, the fcourge of mighty loue.
Lo this (my lord) may wel deferue the name,
Of fuch a lande, as milke and hony Howes.
And this I fee, within my glaffe of Steel,
Set forth euen fo, by Solon (worthy wight)
Who taught king Cr&ftts, what it is to feme,
And what to be, by proofe of happie end.
The like Lycurgus, Lacedemon king,
Did fet to fhew, by viewe of this my glaffe,
And left the fame, a mirour to behold,
To euery prince, of his poflerity.

But now (aye me) the glafmg chriflal glaffe
Doth make vs thinke, that realmes and townes are rych
Where fauor fways, the fentence of the law,     Common
Where al is fiflie, that cometh to the net,         vvoe-
Where mighty power, doth ouer rule the right,
Where iniuries, do fofler fecret grudge,
Where bloudy fword, maks euery booty prize,
Where banquetting, is compted comly coft,
Where officers grow rich by princes pens,
Where purchafe commes, by couyn and deceit,
And no man dreads, but he that cannot fluft,
Nor none feme God, but only tongtide men.

Againe I fee, within my glaffe of Steele,

But foure estates, to feme eche country Soyle,

The King, the Knight, the Pefant, and the Priefl.

The King Ihould care for al the fubiecles ftill,

The Knight fhould fight, for to defende the fame.

The Pealant he, Ihould labor for their eafe,

And Priefts fhuld pray, for them and for themfelues.

But out alas, fuch mifts do bleare our eyes,
And christal gloffe, doth ghfter fo therwith,
That Kings conceme, their care is wonderous
great.